The Material World

those for which they have been paid least, in money. It has been
raped or ravished from them for nothing; and, perhaps, the
pleasure of future generations is increased, unknowingly, by this
inheritance of cruelty. The time has come again for metaphysical
to be kept from physical. Men must be attacked through the soul,
or be frightened; and not be shown the picture of themselves. It
will not help them to look into the mirror. If they but knew it, a
skeleton holding an hourglass stands, ever, by their shoulder.
But they cannot look into the half-light. They see nothing, and
believe there is nothing. The next day, or another life, wait in that
darkness: but, since the future is unknown, they do not seek to
know it. Life and death are more, not less, mysterious without
religion. Then, there is no pattern for their working. It is arbi-
trary, without design, or plan. Those who die young quit the
earth, but leave their bones, or dust, upon it. They are going,
going, gone: and a life has gone out that can be born no more.
We, who have no religion, cannot tell these things. Those who
have faith can explain it in their own way. They give excuses for
it, but they never know the reason. If providence is inscrutable,
that is but one more excuse. It tells nothing, and only hints at
tyranny. Fate can be mysterious, but it must not blunder and
make faults.

But see how the mental is enclosed and confined within the
physical characteristics. Every living person must inhabit to this
extent the shell or husk of his parents. Their children may be as
foundlings, who reproduce the traits of an unknown origin,
and take a direction in their talents that no conjecture can foresee.
It is impossible to relate together the barber of Maiden Lane and
his son, the painter of 'The Bay of Baiae'; and yet, physically and
in idiosyncrasy, the two of them may have been closely alike. Our
nature, in fact, is predatory, for it has to feed upon the past.
We work with closed eyes, shunning what lies before our faces.
It could be compared to a crustacean growth, to a living creature
in an armoured shell, the defences being directed against con-
temporary time, while stolen from, or built out of the ruins of,
another epoch. Our creation is retarded. It is an epiphyte growth,
in need of an auxiliary; or an action, indeed, like the catapulting
of one aeroplane from the back of another. This is in sign of
flagging or deferred vitality, as of a generation in whom sleep,
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